vengeance being the vile thing it is in the sight of God, could I mate
with one who pursued it ?"
He moved away from her side, hanging his head. "Gianna, you
break my heart. To refuse your first request, when I would yield up
my life to serve you!"
"I ask much less than that/'
"Much more.  You ask my honour.**
"Only your misconception of it. What honour is there in revenge ?
Have you not been taught by Mother Church that it is a mortal sin?*
"It may be so. But I swore an oath on my father's bier."
"From such an oath the first priest will absolve you.'*
"But can I absolve myself?  Gianna!  Dear Gianna !"
Her lips trembled, so moved was she by the anguished entreaty in
his voice. "Dear love, do not ask more than conscience suffers me to
give. Take thought upon it, lest it should be that we have met only
to part again."
"That could never be. Do you suppose that it was merest chanco
we met? It was predestined.'*
"If you believe that, you will do nothing to thwart Destiny's
fulfilment. It lies with you, my dear."
"It is a choice you offer me," he cried in pain.
"Alas! What else? But at least you know how I shall pray that
you may choose."
She rose. He sprang to her as if to take her in his arms. Gently
she denied him. "Not yet, my dear. First cast this dark evil from
your soul. Then claim me when you please."
Breathing hard, he looked at her in sorrow. And under the sorrow
there was anger kindling. "You reduce me to despair. Better to have
let me perish of the pestilence."
"Better for us both if you say that," she answered sadly, "I will
go now. To pray for you, Prospero, yes, and for myself. If you can
make your choice before you leave, send me word. If not . . . why
then, my dear, God give us strength. I know that I shall need it."
Abruptly she moved towards the threshold and the dusk. Ho
sprang to check her. "Gianna, at least I shall see you before I go."
She considered him, and her eyes showed large and bright with
tears in her white face. "That would be to give needless pain whcro
there is pain enough—unless you should choose as I would have you
choose."
"To find you so hard," he complained softly, "who have scorned
to me an incarnation of gentleness and pity."
"Is what I ask ungentle, then? Reflect, Prospcro. It may help
you to see with my own eyes. Fray God you may."
She moved out, and down the steps.
He made no further movement to detain her. He watched the
silvery figure melting into the dusk as he had watched it on his first
night in that garden. But the difference. Then there had been wonder
and exaltation in his soul. Now there was pain and anger so closely
blent that he knew not where one ceased and the other began. His
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